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45 of the Subjeft makes it ſo py inviting” at preſent, _ 
There is no fort of Poet, if well wrought, but grves | © 
Deli hi. Andihe Paſtor perhaps may boaſt of this ma a 
peculiar Manner. For, as in Famting ; fo I believe, m | 
Shake: the Countr ard the mgf entertaining Kere, 1 
aud ne cl Profpetts. - . 
Gaſſendus, / remember. tells us, E bat Peirgaltitie Was. > if 
—4 great Lover of Muſick, eſpecially that of Birds becauſe | 
their Arileſs Strains ſeem to have leſi of Paſſion and 1 
lence, but more of a natural Eaſineſs, and there fore do 
AI rather befriend Gontemplation.” + ir after 1 e ſame * 
Manner that Paſtoral gives a feet and gentle Contoſurt 
do the Mind; whereas the Epick and Tragick Poem put 


Not ahogetber rel in 0 N Fr At | TH E 


IT ; is ra to think, in an « Are 7 addiated 1, to the 
' Muſes, how Paſtoral Poetry comes to be never ſo. 
nnch us thought upon; tonfidering cfpicially,. that it 


bo: "akwayh. beth accounted the moſt comfade rable of the 
* ſmaller Poem: Virgil and Spencer made u uſe 4 1 as a 
1 


Prelude to Heroick Poetry. But I fear t nocency | 


- 2 


the Spirits i in too gon. 4 Fecment .by TY V. chemence of 25 


Ibeir Motions. ..-. 


To ſee 4 ftately: vel!" bid Palace witer us, indeed, 7 


with Admiration, and ſwells the Soul, as it were, . 
Not ion of Grandeur. Bit when | view a little Country © 

_ Dwelling, advantageouſly fatuated amidſt a beautiful Va- 
riety of ields, Woods, and Rivers, I feel an . 5 


Sp of Satisfaftion, and cannot forbear wiſhing, that 
8 ood Fortune would place nie in ſo ſweet a Retirement. 


heocritus, Virgil, and Spencer, are the _ forge 9 | 


But ſeem to have hit upon the mn Nature 
7% H that it will be Honour fufficient 2 1 4 1 72 0 
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N F we, 0 Doge 't the City Throng Kt 
To meditate in 8h Gs he: Rural a n 
By your Commands; be preſent: And, O, d, bring | 
The Muſe along! The Muſe to you mast mg 
Begin. A Shep Roy, one EY ne Wy. a i 
48 Weſtern Winds had Coed the fultry Air „ 
When as his Sheep within their Fold were out, 


| Thus plain rd him of his dreary Diſcontent z | 1 5 


80 pitiful, that all the Starry Throng 
Attentive ſeem'd to hear his mournful gong. HOES cnt 
DD ap How long muſt I endure JIG Ap 
ining Pain? Or who Thall work my Cure? 
| pegs no Cure will have; ſeeks no Repoſe: 
Delights in Grief; nor any Meaſure news. 
Aud now the Moon begins in Clouds to rife; 
The twinkling Stars are lighted in the Sies, 
The Winds are hnſh'd; the Deus diſtil; gg; 
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With ſoft Embrace 5 ſeiz d 1 uy wear Sheep. 1 
Ionly, with the prou 3 train d pl” | 
All Night to wake. Wat Funger is! er is he e pain'l, | 

And I with Love. His * tame: 


But who in Love can ſtop 2 


Whilgme did 1, all as * TEES: ir, 
P-r Re  heodleſs Head, 3 Cave, 


' he Os 8 % * 


to better ETD chart L in Fab pal herds Arts, 
To pleaſe the Lads and win the Laſſes Hearts? >. 
How deffly to mine Oaten Reed ſo fiveet, . 
Wont they, upon the Green, to. ſhift. their Feet: 2. 


And, when the Dance was done, how would they yearn ; 


Some well deviſed Tale from me to learn? 
For, many Songs, and Tales of Marth had 15 
\ Tochaſe the lingring Sun adown the Sky. 

But, ah! ſince Lucy coy has wrought her Sp ite 


Within my Heart; unmindful of client. NW; 3 \ 


- The jolly Grooms I fly; and all alone 
| To Rocks and Woods pour forth my fruitleſs Moan, 
: 9 50 quit thy wonted Scorn, relentleſs „„ 
Fer, lingring long, I periſh thro Deſpair. 
15 Roſalind been Miſtreſs of my Mind, 
o not ſo fair, ſne would have been more Lind, 

O think, ;unwitting Maid, While yet is 0 

How flying Years 1 impair our Youthful Pride 
Thy Virgin Bloom will not for ever ſtay; 5 
. And Flow'rs, tho! left ungather'd, will decay. 7 


The Flowers a new returning Seaſons. bring; 1 oo pf 


But Beauty faded has no ſecond Spring. 


My Words are Wind | She, deaf 16 lll my Cries, 1 


Takes Pleaſure. in the Miſchief of her Eyes. 
Like Frisking Heifers, looſe in Flowiry Meads, 
She gands where-eer herjroving Fancy leads; 
Vet ftill from me. Ah me, the tireſome Chace! 
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- While; wing'd with Scorn, ſhe flies my fond en £ | . 


She flies indeed : But ever leaves behindd, 
Fly where ſhe will, her Likeneſs in my Mind. % 
Ah turn thee then! Unthinkiog Danſe]! Why, 
Thus from the Vout b, Who loves 

No cruel Purpoſe in my Speed I bear: ap 
*Tis all but Love; and Wk why ſhould'ft thou Fear? 


What idle 2 2 Maiden Breaft alarm} 2 * 3 8 


Stay, ſimple Girl! a Lover cannot harm. 
| "Two Kidlings; ſportive as thy ſelf, I rear; 
Like 1 8 th ly "Wake Horns e 
£6 n : 


hep, ſhoplaft confipe 1 
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7 A \ Lambkin too, pure 1 ks, I breed, as tame © 
As my fond Heart could with my ſcornfub Dame. 1 | 
} . A Garland, deck'&with- all the Pride of May, 95 * 
ö A _ as thy 1 Breath, and as thy Beauty gay, *" of | 
Tl weave, But why, \theſe upavailing' Pains? „ 
„The Gifts alike and Bie ſhe diſdains. | oi 
4 O would my Gifts but 7 9 Heart 11. Ft, 208 
Oh could I half the Warm] feel r N 0 
Ho would I wander.ev'ry Day to find ; RE 


— 
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4 ; The ruddy Wildings!, Were but Lucy Kind, n | 1 
| For grofly Plumbs Id climb the knotty . 5 
And of freſh. Hony rob the thrifty Be: 


Or, if thou deign to live a Shepherdeſs.. 
|. Thou Lobbir's lock, and Lobbim ſhalt pol. | 
x64 > TIE] 1s my Flock; nor yet uncomely I, 7 EE 
If liquid Fountains flatter. not : And why _ ol 

| Should liquid Fountains flatter us? yet ſhow _ 
(2 | The bond Flowers leſs. beauteous than 8 8 1 
O come, my Love! Nor think th ar 4 5 mean, 
e Dams to milk, and little Lambkins wean; 
95 5 To drive a-Field by Morn the Fat ning Ewes, 
Eer the warm Sun. drinks up the cooly Dews. 
How would the Crook e thy beauteous Hand?. 
How would my Younglings round thee gazing ftandy 
Ah witleſs Younglings.! gaze not on her Eye, 
Such heedlefs Glances are the Cauſe I die. "ot wy 
| Nor trow I when this bitter. Blaft will end; 
I Or if kind Love. will ever me befriend... _ . . 
15 Sleep, ſleep, my Flock; For, happy you may al I 
WEN {. Your Ref "ho! nightly thus your Maſter wake. 
5 Now, to the waining Moon, the Ni e 2 
I In doleful Di: ties told her iteous Tale. . | 
70 | The Love-ſick Shepherd li ning found Relief, | W 
I Pleagd with ſo ſweet a Partner in his Grief: 
Till by degrees her Notes and ſilent Night wT 
55 7:9 Suben ſoft hay er W e 00 0 
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1 Hr del | ts why melting thus I Team, 4 | 
Unſeemty now that Heav'n fo blithe a 1 85 5 

n this mournful Manner art thou frond. = 
| Vatlaokfal Lad, when all Thing s ſmile around? | Mi. 


Hear how the Lark and Linge Joyntly fing 
* Notes r N to th 1 de Pome hike) 0 . 
Tho' ſoft their tes, not for my wayward rate; | 


] 
} 
Nor Lark would fing, nor Linnet in my State. 
Each Creature to his proper Task is Born; e k 
As they to RN Tn I to mourn, ' wt. 1 
2 at Midnight e eee, A 


And with my Ten . fling Ben., n 
Y H E PA = 

Small Cauſe, I ween, has luſty Youth to plain; TR > [5x 
Or who-may then the wei eds WI . 
W hen; as Our wain rengt oes 1 y , on 7 
The tireſome notes its Increaſe? '. / U 


Yet tho with Years my Body downwards tend, 1 
As Trees beneath their Fruit in Autumn bend; | 

My Mind a chearful Temper {till retains, 

Spite of m en y Head and icy Veins?s 


"oe why thould Man at croſs repine, F 
Sour all his Sweet, and mix with Tears his Wine? A 
But ſpeak :. For much it may relieve thy * Woe | PE I 
To let a Friend th by inward Ailment k x 5 

O LINE T. 15 


Twill idly waſte thee, A A whole Day, 1 175 N 
Shouldſt thou give Ear to all my Grief can fax. [U 
Thy Ewes will wander, and thy holla Lambs II 


loud ts thei bi ent Dams. 
! ole requirg their gb! THE. 
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| 
deer 79 
} Yet all thofe Days are onde der with Woe: 1 3 | 


Its riven Trunk feels: not b A 


ö 1258 thee, from me, alake the $ 


| amongſt 
- | From theſe the Shepherd's Care his Flock may keep: 


No more beneath thy Shade ſhall Shepherds thr 


N 


225 __ , be fall tend 3 Aids and I, 
T > A-CrC ain v glance mine 
S OY 
' Wher to begin I know not, whire opts 
' Scarce does one ſmiling Hour wt Youth — 
Days, as my own Follies ſhow, 


No Gleam of . * Sun ſhine 3 appear, 


My low ring Sky, and wintry D to chear; 

; My pitcous PI Ait. in vonder bed Tree, | 
That bears the r well I Her b 
Quite deſtitute it fands of Shelter kind. 
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The Mark of Storms and Sport of ev'ry Wind: 


h of Spring” 
ling. - 


Nor any Birds among the B 


With merry Tale, or Pipe, or Wann 
Unhappy reel And more-unhapp 
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THEN O I OY 


Sure thou 3 in  fome-ill choſen 2 55 r, 
r . 
Or den rT the ow, by Witc raft rom, 1 fon SEN 
Thro fad We e Woes, 
. born, M Luck betides thee Rill? 
CO LINE TI. 15 10 67 - 
| And can were, T henot, be a rer in: 1 Oh 
＋ HE NOT. i 0 8 ee 
Wer Wolf, nor Fox, nor Rot our Sheepg 


Wheth ill, Luck all cunning Foreſight fails; : 
Whether we flcep or wake, it nonght avails. . 1 

OLE Ak e 
\ Ab mvithe while? Ah me the luckleſs Day! r gt 


Ah luckleſs Lad! the rather might 1 fay. 


Lick the y Hour! when firſt, in youthinl Bud, ; Hal 
rler the fair Sabrina's flyer Flood: 3 
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8 From thy lov'd Home what tempred thee to : 


abi God ! that ever I ſhould covet Wot. 
With wand'ring Feet unbleſsd and fond of Fame, 


1 


In hopes of Wealth, thou could. not find at Home? 4 
| And, to their Coſt, green Tears eld "Proverbs croſs. 


; To drive m 8 Flock athwart the vine 


Here, on le Earth to ma 


2 blaſting Storms of Calumny compar d: 
Unkind as Hail it falls, whoſe pelting Show“ rs 


Ah * I! more 1 fh n 8, my Sheep, 5 
Which on thy flow ' ry Banks . once 40 ag 


DE === Banks! Oh when ſhall 1 ane . 4 


ith longing Eyes review thy flow'r LPG: ? 
When, in the Cryſtal of thy Water, ſee: :e 
0 Face, grown wan thro' Care and Miſery 2 
en ſnall I ſee my Hut, the {mall . | 7 
My ſelf had rais'd and cover d o'er with Sod? 5 


o — 
4 
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"Tho' ſrall it B amen und hubie Cel, 4 
Yet i is there room for Peace and me to well. 1 
2 ENO. I 


And what the Cauſe that drew thee firſt away? 
C-O L E-NE&F. : 
1 Deſire ſtrange Lands and Swains to ko: 5 


1 ſought 1 know not What, beſides:a Name. 0 | N is. | 
T HE NOE . 
5 Or, ſooth to ſay, did thou not hithier roam 1 


A Rolling Stone is ever bare of Moſs; 


* 
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> ; | wil wo wt 7 ST I. m_— 5 * | © 5 | L *. N 
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(CO LILN EAT. 
Small need chere was, in flatt ring 


pe of Gain, [7 
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To hoard up to my ſelf ſuch deal of . 
My Sheep quite freak thro Travel and ill — LS " I | 
Ad. like their Keeper, r agged grow and bares 
my. n ny are 

And on a bending'Willow reſt my Head. N 
'Tis hard to bear hs pix inching Cold with Pain,” ha 
And hard is Want to the unpractisd Swain: 

But neither Want, nor pinching Cold is hard, 
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DE we PE Es count the 3 Frags * 
| tut what wounds ſorer than an evil Tongue? ARES. 4 
COLITNET. * 5 
W Untoward Lads, Who Pleaſance take in Spies \ Yu 
1 7 lake mock of all the Ditties J endite. 1 . 4 
I In vain, O Colinet, thy Pipe, fo ſhrill, 
+ {| Charms ev'ry Vale, and pladdens ev'ry Hill: | 
In vain thou ſeeks the Cov'rings of the Grove, 55 
In the cool Shades to ſing the Heats of Love: 8 
© | No Paſſion, but rank Envy, canft thou move, 3 


I Sing what thou wilt, ill Nature will 1 3 
|} And ev'ry Elt has Skill SO to ral #3, 
But yet, tho poor and artlefs is my Vein, 
* Þ Menalcas ſeems to like my ſimple Strain; 
© || And long as he is pleas d to hear my Song, 
„That to Menalcas does of right belong; 
+ | Nor Night, nor Day, ſhall my rude Muſick alk 
£4 2 ask no more, ſo I Menalca; pleaſe. 
Ml e Ton of all the neighb'ring Plains, | 
Fry {Preſerves the Sheep, and o'er the Shepherds __ 1 
For him our yearly Wakes and Feaſts we hold; - 
I | And chuſe the fatteſt Firſtling from the Fold. 
He, good to all, that good deſerve, ſhall give 
I Thy Flock to feed, and thee at Eaſe to live; 
| Shall curb the Malice of unbridled Tongues;  __ 
9 And with due Praiſe reward thy Rural Songs. e 
fe © -COLINET; 5 
. "Firſt then mall lightſome Birds forget to fy, 
The Briny Ocean turn to Paſtures dry, 
I. And ev'ry rapid River ceaſe to flow, of 
[x Yer I unmindful of Menalcas grow. 
Js „ e. 
as | This Ni ght thy Cares with me forgets © and TOY 
"Thy F look with mine, to ward, th". injurious Cold. F. 
I Sweet Milk and clotted Cream, foft Cheeſe and Curd, 
ig 8 Wah h ſome FIND 218 of laſt Years een 1. 
5 „ of a 
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Ex The Croud of FF and the. Noon-day Sun, 


1 
Shall be our Ev ning "ms NI for the Ni cha 


Sweet Herbs and Moſs, that gentle Sleep invite. | 


And now behold the Sun's departing Ray 
KO er yonder Hill, the ſign of 'ebbing Day. 


In Friendſhips Mutual Bonds united long, 


Theſe de Ad, thaſe nd 1 did — 5 


With Songs! the jovial Hinds return from 2 8 7 1 
Aud "200 Kd Heifers, Dacing! We law, „ 


l 
The Third Paſtoral. * 
3 
4 4 * 
So Winde Virgil thaught no Shame the Derick Reed 5 
to tune, and Flocks on Manuan Plains to ſeed, 4 
With young Augy#us Name he gracd his dung; * 
And Spencer, when amidſt the Rural Thro CS 
| He carol'd ſweet, and pray along the Flood -- , | 1 
Of gentle Thames, made ev ry ſounding Wood WED 
With good Eliza's Name to ring around; hehe nd Wo 
Eliza's Name on evxy Tree was found. 5 l 
Since then, thro! 4uya's Cares at Eaſe we * bs 
And ſee our Cattle in full Paſtures thrive; - + |: 
Like them will I my; fender Muſick raiſe,  _ *}' - 
And teach the Vocal Vallies Aung „„ 
Mean time on Oaten Pipe AD 
While my Kids brouze, obſoure in Shades I play: F201. 
Vet not obſcure, While Daſſet thinks not hen N 
To viſit Woods; and Swains ignobly born. | 


Two Country Swains, both Muſical, both Young, 5 
Retir d, within a Moſſy. Cave, to ſhun. © 


AMelancholly Thought poſſeſd d their Mind; 2 
Revolving now the ſolemn Day they find e 
When young Albino dy d. His image deag 
Bedews thew Cheek th à many trickling Tear; 
To. Tears they add the Tribute of their Verſe: 5 
AN. 


ye Ng 
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e en . 8 
| Thus yearly cixcling bypaſt Times return; | 
And Tex thus Albino's Fate we mourn: 


Albinos Fae was wy How Feel ay s.; ic] Fat 
w yt e Decay! - | 


. How ſweet the Roſe 
Can we forget how ev'ry Creature'mioan'd; - 

And ſympathizing Rocks in Eccho groan'd, 
Preſaging future Wo, when, for Our Crimes, . 

We loſt Albino, Pledge of peaceful Times? 

The Pride of Britain, and the Darling Jo ** 

Ok all the Plains and ey'ry Shepherd Bo7. 
No jo ono Pipe was heard, no Flocks were ſeen, | 
Nor herds found i the graſſy Green; 

No Cattle graz d the Field, nor drunk the Flood, 
No Birds were heard to warble thro the Wood. 
In yonder gloomy Grove ſtretch'd out he ber a 
His beauteous Limbs upon the Hoy, Clays: 
The Roſes on his pallid Cheeks deca 
And ver his Lips a livid Hue diſplay 4 
* reps arout "Fab ly his penſtve Sheep, 


— 


And mourning Shepherds come in Crouds to er 71 


The pious Mother comes, with Grief oppreſs d; 
Ye conſcious Trees and Fountains, can atteſt-. 
With what ſad Accents and what moving Cries. 
She. filbd the Grove, and importun'd the Skies, 
And ev'ry Star upbraided with his Death, ' 
When in her Widow'd Arms, devoid of Breath; 


© She cla p'd her Son. Nor did the N 7. ph for this . 


Place in her Dearling's Welfare all her Bliſs, 

And teach him Young the Hlvan Crook to wield, | 

And Rule the Peaceful Empire of the Field. 
As Milk-white Swans on Silver Streams do hens, 


And Silver Streams to 775 the Medows flo-wr; ve 


»As Corn the Vales, and Trees the Hills adorn, 


So thou to thine m Ornament was born. 


Since thou, delicious Youth, didft quit the lass, 
Th ungrateful Groufitd we till with fruitleſs Pains ; $707 


In labour'd Furrows ſow the Choice of Wheat,” 


—— — — —ũ—33— 2 — — 8 — — — — 2 


Y And over "Fg Sheaves in Harveſt e „ 
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FN ” thin ede our a Well Subſtance yield, 
* And Thorns and Thiſtles overſpread the Field. 


ei our Thoughts thy Manhood view. 


Who now ſhall teach the pointed Spear to throw, 
To whirl the Sling, and Fog the ſtubborn Bo-!) ? 
Nor doſt thou live to bleſs thy Mother's Days, 
And Share the Sacred Honours of her Praiſe: | 
In Foreign Fields to Purchaſe endleſs Fame, „ 
52 add new Glories to the Britiſh Name. 

O peaceful ma 21515 gentle Spirit reſt! 
* d lory Turf lie Light upon thy Breaſt; 
Nor ſhrieking Owl, nor Bat fly roun Wy Tomb, 
* en Faries there to revel come. DR 

FALI N. 

Na more, miſtaken Augelot, complain ; „ 
Albino lives, and all our Tears are vain.” 
And now the Royal Nymph, who bore 3 aeg 20 
Jo bleſs the Fields, and role the ſimple Swains; : 
While from above propitious he looks dow] wwwt. 
For this the Golden Skies no longer „ eee eee 
The Planets ſhine indulgent on our Iſfſe . 
And Rural Pleaſure round about us 2 
Hills, Dales and Woods with e reſound; 
The Boys and Virgins dance with Garlands: croun d, | 
And hail Albino bleſt: The Vallies = Is 
Albina'bleft : O now ! if ever, bring MOTT 
The Laurel green, the ſmelling Eglantine, thi; 1% ML 
And tender Branches from the mantling Vine. 
The dewy Cowſlip, that in Medow grows, | 
The Fountain Violet and Garden — ͤ 
Your Hamlets ſtrew, and ev ry publick Way - „ 
And conſecrate to Mirth Albinos Dar. 5 
My ſelf will laviſn all my little Store, e ei 
And deal about the Goblet, flowing oer: YR 
Old Moulin there ſhall harp, young Mico ſing, | „ 
And Caddy dance the Round amidſt the Rinn, 7 
"And Hobbinol' his Antick Gambols play. © 


1 Foy Shel | Honours ear wy will we Pye When |, 


V 

How all our Hopes are fled, like Morning Daw 1. * 5 
„ 
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8 OY | 5 . 1 | 
| When we our ir fern Feaſt and Harveſt kv? | 
bo ſpeed the Plow, and bleſs our thriving Sheep. 
While Mallow Kids and Endive Lambs purſue ; 


While Bees love Thyme, and Locuſts ſip the Daw 35 


While Birds delight in Woods their Notes to firain,” = 


* Thy Name and ſweet Memorial "ny remain. 


= The Fourth Paſtoral. 
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| Ts 13 may 3 5 for Shepherds Leifure onde : 


So lovingly theſe Elms unite their Shade. 
Th ambitious Woodbine, how it climbs, to breath | 
Its balmy Sweets around. on all beneath! 
The Ground with Graſs of chearful Green beſ pen 


Thro which the ſpringing Flow'r up-rears its Head. ; So 


o 


| here the King-cup, of a Golden Hue, 
edly'd with Daiſtes white, and Endive blue, 8 
Hark e the gaudy Gold-finch, and the Thruſh, 
With tuneful Warblings fill that Bramble-buſh 1 


In pleaſing Conſorts a the Birds combine, 


8 955 tempt us in the various Song to join: 


And Pleaſance works the Singer's Fancy high: 


Argol, then; and to thy Lip apply 


£ 85 T7 E Pipe, or Vocal Muſick try: RP po 
I And, ſince our Ewes have graz'd, no Harm, if they 


Lie round and Liſten, while their Lambkins ye”; 
N AR 6 0 U. 
The Place indeed gives Pleaſance to the Eye 5 


The Fields breathe ſyeet; and now the gentle Breeze 
Moves ev'ry Leaf, and trembles thro the Trees. 
So ſweet a Scene ill ſuits my. ruggid Lay, 
And better fits the Muff ck thou canſt play. 
1. 
No Skill of MalkcE can I, ſimple Swain, 


; No Une Dore * 1 to entertain; e Albeit 


3 


The S weetneſs of 85 Pipe and Lay rehear 


Abeit me deal 1 pipe; . it be, LEW 
Sufficient to divert my Sheep and me, © 
"Wet Colinet (and Colinct has Skill) CI WR (a 
My Fingers guided on the tuneful Quill, 

00 try'd to teach me on what Sounds to dwell, | 


— 


: And where to fink a Note, and where to duell. : = F< 


AIR G OI. 
Ah Nico Half my Flock would 1 beſtow, 1 8 
Would Colinet to me his Cunning mw... Ts 


Spo trim his Sonnets are, I prithee Swain, 
No give us once a Sample of his Strain: 
For, Wonders of that Lad the Shepherds Ry. 


How ſweet his Pipe, how raviſhing his aſs, I. * i 


And ask what Gift thou pleaſeſt for thy Vert. 
e TE 
Sinck then thou lit, a Mournful $6 I . „ 
A mournful Song becomes a- mournful uſe, e 
Faſt. by a River, on a Bank he ſate, 


Io weepa lovely Maid's untimel Fate, * 5 15 


Fair Stella hight: A lovely Maid was The, 


Whoſe Fate he wept; a faithful Shepherd he. ; my © ls 


Awake my Pipe: In ev 'ry Note express 


Fair Stella's Death and Colinet's Diſtreſs, 


O woful Day! O Day of Wo! 48 0 


| And woful I, who live be Day to ſee! 85 0 i 


That ever ſhe could die ! O moſt unkind, 


Jo go, and leave thy Coliner behind 


And yet, why blame I her? full fain would eu 
With dying Arms, have claſp'd her ſelf to me: 


I Tclaſp a her too; but Death was all too ſtrong, 
Nor Vows, nor Tears, could fleeting Life prolong. | 


each me to grieve, with bleating Moan, my Step, 5 
each me, thou 1 Stream, to wee ; 
Teach me, ye faint, ye hollow Winds to ſigh; _ 


And let my Sorrows teach me how to die: 5 
Nor Flock, nor Stream, nor Winds, can e'er relieve- 
AW Wretch like 4 me, for ever n to grieve, — 


A 


i 


5 0 


F- 9 
4 oe) 


1 
Awake my y Pipe , £. ev ry Note exprety 
Fair Stellas Death, and Colinet's Diſtreſs. 
Le brighter Maids, faint Emblems of. my Win 


f With Looks waſt down, and with diſhevel'd Hair, N 


In bitter n beat your Breaſts, and nw 
+ Her Hour untimely, as it were your own, | 
| Alas the fading G ories of you Eyes 


In vain we doat upon, in vain you prize: 


For, tho' your Beauty rule the filly Swain, 


And in his Heart like little Queens 
Vet Death will ev'n that ruling Beauty! 
As ruthlefs Winds the tender ms il. | 

If either Mufick's Voice, or Bey 's Charm, 
Could make him mild, and ſtay bas lifted Arm; 


My Pipe her Face, her Face my Pipe ſhould e 


| us | ; ** The Budding Flaw, unkindty blaſted, Ges. 


* 
_ 


. thus each other from the Grave. 

Ah fruitleſs Wiſh ! Cold Death's up-lifted rm 

No Muſick can perſwade, nor Beauty charm : | 
For ſee ( O baleful Sight 1) ſee where ſhe lies Þ 


Tar Fry - in ev'ry- Note expr es 
Fair Hellas De and Colinet's Didtrels 
Vnhappy Glen What boots-thee now - 


Jo weave pro, 1 for the Damſel's Brow ? 5 Gy 


Way Fr N v, Daffadil and Roſe, 

k and Willo pale, compoſe, 
- "ak 1 Henbane, deadly Ni ht-ſhade - dreſt, 
A Garland, that may witneſs thy Unreſt. 


IV Pipe, whoſe ſoothing Sound could Paſſidn x move; 5 
And By taught Sella's Jag Heart to love, © - 


- Untun'd, ſhall hang upon this blaſted Oak, 


Whence "Owls their Dirges ſing, and Ravens a 


Nor Lark, nor Linnet, ſhall by Day r 5 
> Ni ghtingale divert my Moan by Night; ä 
8 ht and Day ſhall undiſtinguiſh" o be 
Alike to to 8 85 and alike to me. — 


Thus 


* — 


* 
— p * 9 . — 
* 
- 
- % \ P 
i 


16 gs 
\ Thus * did 10% Mo ny fi ing, „ 
And heavy Wo within ſoft. Numbers „„ 
"And now that pbk Þ for or thy Song i crave; TY 
Not this, but one much fairer ſhalt thou have, 4 
Ol ſeaſon'd Elm; where Studs of Braſs: appear, 
Jo ſpeak the Giver s Name the Month and Lear; 1 
The Hook of poliſh'd Steel, the Handle l * 
And richly by the Graver's Skill adornd. 2 5 + 
O, Colinet, how ſweet thy Grief to hear! ]: 
| How does thy Verſe ſubdue the liſt ning Ear! + | 
Not half ſo ſweet are Midnight Winds, that move 
In drowſie Murmurs o'er the waving; Groves.” -<Þ 
Nor dropping Waters, that in Grots diſtil, 1 
And with a tinkling Sound their Caveriis fill: 0 
So ſing the Swans, that in ſoft Numbers ne 
Their 8 Breath, and warble to the laſt: 
And next to thee ſhall Mico bear the Bell, 
That can repeat thy peerleſs Verſe ſo a. 
But ſee z the Hills increaſing Shadows caſt; 
; 758 Sun, I wean, 1s leaving us in aſte: i SG 55 5 
His weakl N Rays but 8 thro' t 
And bluei Mist ariſe from onder Flood, 
MIC 8 : 
| Then ſend « our Curs: to gather up the voy, 
| Good Shepherds with their Flocks 3 1 ep), 
For, he that late lies down, as late will ri | 
And, Sluggard-like, till Noon- day ſnoring. esz 
While in their Folds his imur'd Eves complain, | . 
And aſter dewy Paſtures bleat 3 in vain. 


— 


— 


Is Fancy led, each form'd his Tale in Rhyme: 
And 59 the Jo s, and ſome the Pains of Hehe 8 
Nund ſome to 4 

Ihe Trade of Wizzards ſome; and Merlitt's Skill, 


| [Then Caday laſt. ( who Cuday: can excel, -, 41" 16 
Iln neat Device?) his Tale began to tell. 0 1 „ 


7 , * x - 88 
C . , | g 
1 Go Tarts 2 Fa 
4 , Ee p ; 
” 4 W » p 1 * 
P * ; 
. * 


"The F n warn, 1 


7 


. e 7% 1 * . 1775 * 8 - 
54 e 5 ＋ 4 is e ; 
IN 1 "REA we firſt our Feat 5 try, e 


And, baſhful, into Woods and Thickets RI OS bn 

; Diſtruſtful of our Skill. Jet if thro? lime ES = i 
Our Voice improving gain a Pitch foblines;:.... 5 8 } 
Thy growing Virtues, Sackv:l, ſhall engage „ 3 


* 


ebb ther Verſe, and my more ſettled Age. 1 
he Sun now mounted to the Noon of Day, e 
= an to ſhoot direct his burning Ray, 

When, with the Flocks, their Feeders üg the Shade, I 
A venerable Oak, ben made. =, 5 
What ſhould they do to paſs the loit'ring Time "ri 570 8 


ut ſtrange Adventures ſtrove; 


And whence. to charm ſuch Empite o'er 150 Will. = 255 


When Shepherds flouriſh'd in Elua's Reign, 5 | 
There liv'd in great Eſteem a jolly Swain „ - 
Young Colin Clout 4 who well could pipe and fg, 155 Mi 


8 a And by his Notes invite the la Tagging 9 9 70 1 


He, as his Cuſtom was, at 


eiſüre laid 5 


| g In ſilent Shade, without a Rival play d. 


The 


rawn by the Magick of th' enticing Sand. 

hat e of mute Admirers flock'd. around ! 1 2 

he Steerlings left their Food; and Creatures * 

By Nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. . 
e makes the Birds in Troops about him throng, 


"0 ind loads 8 EY Manes with his Song- 1, 3 
11 F $7 Among | i 


— — — — — — — — * — — — ——— 
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, „„ | | Ws, 3 3 i of 18 1 NN Eh I% | 
L” © Among the reſt, a Nighängcle ——A 
llealous, and fond of Praiſe, to liſten ane. 
| She turn d her Ear; and Emulous, with Pride, 


4 


Like Eccho, to the Shepherd's Pipe reply'd. ; 
The Shepherd heard with Wonder; Ke again, - 
To try her more, renew'd his various Strain. 5 
To all his various Strain ſhe ſhapes her Throat, 7 


And adds peculiar Grace to evry Note.. 
If Colin in complaining Accents grieves 
Or brisker Motion to his Meaſures gives 
If gentle Sounds he modulates, or ſtrong 
She, not a little vain, repeats his Os WE 
But fo repeats, that Colin half deſpis © 
His Pipe and Skill ſo much by others priz d., 
And ſweeteſt Songſter of the Winged Rind, 
What Thanks, ſaid he, what Praiſes can I find 
Io equal thy melodious Voice? In thee _ 
The Rudeneſs of my Rural Fife I ſe ; . 
' From thee I learn to vaunt no more my Skill. 
Aloft in Air ſhe fate, provoking fall 
The vanquiſh'd Swain: Provok'd at laſt, he ſtrove 


ZW 


— 
— 
— 


7 


TO kd Oy. . 


2 
We) 
A © 
= 4 
1 


To ſhew the little Minſtrel of the Give 
His utmoſt Art: if ſo ſome ſmall Efteem m 
He might obtain, and Credit loſt, redeem. 
He draws in Breath, his riſing Breaſt to fill? 
Thro' all the Wood his Pipe is heard to ſhrill, '- © 
From Note to Note in haſte his Fingers oy 
Stil! more and more his Numbers multiply; /r, 
And now they trill, and now they fall and riſe, + 
And ſwift and flow they change, with ſweet Surprize. 
Attentive ſhe does ſcarce the Sounds retain, - 
But to herſelf firſt cons the puzzling Strain; 
And tracing careful Note by Note, repays' , © 
The Shepherd, in his own harmonious Lays; { 
 Thro'ev'ry changing Cadence runs at length,  _ 
And adds in Sweetneſs, what ſhe wants in Strength. 
Then Colin threw. his Fife diſgrac'd aſide; 
While ſhe loud Triumph ſings, proclaiming wide 


eng 3 
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Her 


. 
£ 
2 *%, 5 
3 | 
* * 4 a ; 


* 
8 


Fer mighty Cue. What Wld Colin more?? 1 
A little Harp of Maple Ware, he bor mme: 
The Harp it ſelf was Old, but Newly ſtrun g 
Which uſual he a- croſs his Shoulders hung 
| Now take, delipheful Bird, my laſt Farewell, 
He ſaid; and learn from hence, thou doſt excel 
| Notrivial Artiſt. And at that he wound © 
- | The murm'ring Strings, and order'd ev'ty Sound. 
I. Then earneſt to his luſtrument he bends, — 
| And both his Hauds upon the Strings extends. 
| The Strings obey his Touch, and various move, 

- | The Lower anfw'ring fill to thoſe above. 
His reſtleſs Fingers traverſe to and fro, 
And in Purſuit of Harmony they go; _ | 
Now, lightly skimming, o er the Strings they pals, £9 
\ | Like Wands, that gently bruſh the plying Grals 
+ | And melting Airs ariſe at their Command : «© 

And now; laborious, with a weighty Hand 
He ſinks into the Cords with ſolemn Pace, 

I And gives the ſwelling Tones a Manly Grace: 

Ihen, intricate he blends agreeing Sounds _ 

.-» | While Muſick thro' the trembling Harp abounds. 

The double Sounds the Nightingale perplex, 

I And pos d, ſhe does her troubled Spirit ven. 

She warbles diffident, twixt Hope and Fear, 

And hits imperfect Accents, here and there. 

Then Colin play'd again, and playing Sung, 

She, with the Fatal Love of Glory ſtung, _ 


Hears all in Pain: her Heart begins to ſwell , 


* 


In piteous Notes ſhe ſighs, in Notes that tell 
Her bitter Anguiſn. He, {till ſinging, plies 
His limber Joints : Her Sorrows higher riſeQ. 
How ſhall ſhe bear a Conqu'ror, who before 7 
No equal, thro' the Grove, in Muſick bore?  _ 

The droops, and hangs her flagging Wings, and moans, 
And fetches from her Breaſt melodious Groans. . 
" [ Oppreſs'd with Grief at laſt, too great to quell, ' 
5 Dove Breathleſs on the-guilty Harp ſhe fell. 
Her e , We 


\ — 


MET ee 5 
Ps Then Colin loud Why Hh. * the Dead, 
And unavailing Tears ee thed, 
A And broke his wicked Strings, and cured bis Sah; ; 
And, beſt to make Atonement for the Hl, 
(i for ſuch Ill Atonement 81 be made) Flo 
He builds her Tomb beneath a Laurel Sade: 
Then adds a Verſe, and ſets with Flow'rs the Ground, 
And makes a Fence of winding Oſiers round: 
\ A Verſe and Tomb is all I now can. give, C 1 
And here thy Name at leaſt, he ſaid, all live, - | | 
Thus ended Cuddy with the ſetting Sn 
And by his Tale n+ Ai won. Ke 


— 


bs The Sixth Pala: 


x HOBBINOL. | LANGVES, 
8 OW till the Sea; behold; ; how Nen . Sky? | 

And/how, in ſportive Chaſe, the Swallows fly! 
My Goats, ſecure from Harm, no Tendance need, 


WMhile high on yonder hanging Rock they feed; 
And here below, the Banky Shore along, = - |. 
1 . Jour Heifers graze: And I to hear your x. 36. - 
| Dispos' d. As eldeft, Hobbinel, begin; 1 

And Languet's Under-ſong b 7 Turns come in. 5 
N OL. = 
1 Let others meanly ſtake upon their Skill, 85 
1 Or Kid, or Lamb, or Goat, or what they will ; 55 
0% For Praiſe we ſing, nor Wager ought beſide: © 
5 whoſe the Praiſe, let Geron's Lips decide. —_— I. 
LANSGSUET. TD [= 
- To 3 my Voice and Skill . N 
 Unbiakd he, to p both his equal Friend. . 


1 „„ GERON. 


— 


* i ” — . 3 & | 2 | * 
. 21 


'\ 


* E R O N. | | 
"IND woes 2 and vary well o Songs 
Nor fear, from Geron's upright Sentence, Wre 
A Boxen Hautboy, loud, and ſweet of Sound, 
All varniſh'd, and with brazen Ringlets —Y 
=3 to a r uf 5 Goune -Pips Reward, "= 
2 e ntry Pi s compar 
The Snows are ed "i the kindly Rain | 
een on every Herb, and evry Grain; 
Soft Balmy Breezes breath along the Sky; _ 
\ "ThE bloomy Seaſon of the Year 1s nigh, . 
NZ I. te 
The Cuckoo tells aloud her painful Love; 
The Turtle's Voice is heard in ev'ry Grove 
© The Paſtures change, the warbling Linnets ſing : 
+ Prepac to n in the gaudy Spring. 
HOBBINGOL. 


: When Locus in the Fearny Buſhes ory, 


When Ravens pant, and Snakes in Caverns 1 7 


y 
6 
* 
. 


ben graze in 'oods, and quit the burning "ei : 
Ele ſhall "ye pref the ſpungy Teat in vain. 
„LAN AUE J. 
- "When: Greens to Yellow vary, and you ſee; 46 
The Ground beſtrew'd with Fruits of ev'ry Tree, 
And ſtormy Winds are heard; think Winter near, 
Nor truſt too far to the declining Feu 
„„ DOB BINGO LE: 
Full fain, 0 bleſt Elxa ! would I SY 
Thy Maiden Rule, and Albion's Golden Days. 
Then gentle Sidney liv'd, the Shepherds F riend: 
Eternal Halkngs on his Shade attend! 
LAN AUE. 
Thrice kappy: Shepherds now Fi 


— 


* Jene 


5 The Country Muſe, and our delightful Grove 


While Anna reigns. O ever may She reign! 
And Prong on | Earth A n Age again. 
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EN. OBEN I. 


Ip Te Swains, I beg you, paſs in Silence ww we 
5 My Love in vonder Va Vale 


I love in ſecret all a beautecus Maid, 


I An d have my Love in ſeoret all repaid, NS Kea , 
This coming Night ſhe does reſerve for me. 5 rn EM 
7 3 thou the Victor be. | 


. Divine her | 
75 UE FT. 5 

Mild as the Lam, . armleſs as the Dove, 
True as the Turtle, is the Maid I love. 
How we in Secret Love, I ſhall not ſay, 

Divine her 1 5 and A + up the I 
| e 0 
N — on a ange Bank, my Love an 1 1. | 
Together lay: a Brook ran murm'ring . = | 
houſan tender Things to me ſhe lax,” 1 9 01 

I 


A 
And La Thouſand tender Things repaid. 3 
LAN SVV ET. e 
In Summer Shade, beneath the 2 Bax, = 
What ſoft, er Words did ſhe not ſa | 
Her Lap, with Apron deck d, ſhe kindly Wooly 
And ſtroakd my Cheeks, and lull'd m leaning Ficad 


HOB BINO IL 8 
Breathe ſoft, * Winds, ye Waters gently flow ; 1 
Shield her, reesz ye Flowers around her grow ; \ 


aſleep does ly. 

LANSUET. e 

Once Delia ſlept, on eaſy Moſs reclin "a, 1 
i bal bare, and rude the Wo iT} 


Her lovel y Limbs 
I fmooth'd her Coats, and ſtole a ſilent Kis. 111 
Condemn me, 1757 s, if did amiſs. pr 
o 
As 1 bath d, by chance I paſſed ht: 
She binſh'd, and at me caſt a ſideſong Eye: An 
Then ſwift beneath the Cryſtal Wave ſhe try 5 re 


Her beauteou ap but all in u Vain, to bide, 
ny ; 1 4 Fs 
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As to cool me, bath d one ſu For der TER 


Fond Lydia lurking in the Sedges lay, SR 


The Wanton laugh'd,” and ſeem d in haſte to fi fly 9 55 
Vet often ftop'd,' and often turn'd her Eye. 
HOBBINOL. he of 

When firſt I ſaw, would LI had never News TE + 
” Young Lyſot lead the Dance on yonder Greens | | 
Intent upon her Beauties as ſhe mov'd, be 
7 heedleſs Wretch, at unawares I loyd. 

 __LANSUET. 

When Lucy decks. with Flow'rs her ſwellin men, 
And on ber Elbow leans, diſlembling Reſt; 
Unable to refrain my madding Mind, 
Nor Sheep nor Paſture worth m Care 1 find, 

WHOBRETNO LL, :: 

Come Reſalin, O come! For without ths, 
who Pleaſure can the Country have for me? 
| Come Roſalind, O come | My brinded Kine, 
MY ſnowy ev, my Farm and all is thine.” 

85 U 
ag Come Refalind, O come | Here ſhady Bo- rs, | 
Here are cool Fountains, and here ſpringing Flow'rs, 
Cofne Roſalind: Here ever let us ſtay, 

And ſweetly waſte our live- long Tie away. 

BN 

"a vain hs Seaſons of the Moon I know, 
| The Force of Healing Herbs, and where they grow, 
There i is no Herb, no Seaſon, may remove _ 
| From my fond Heart the racking Pains of Love. 

 EANDUET 

What profits me, that N in Charms have skill, 
And Ghoſts and ue order as J will; 
| Yet have, with all m rms, no Pow'r to lay 
The ld rit, that bres 2 my * Night and Day. 
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2 0 5 BIN 0 3 | 
10 that like Colin I had Skill in Rhymes: 
purchaſs Credit with ſucceeding Times! 


* 
* S 


; SY "Colin Clout ! who never yet had Peer, 


Who ſung thro' all the Seaſons of the Lea. 
Ne 
Let me like Wrenock ſing; his Voice had pour 


I 0 free the 1 Moon at Midnight Hour: 


And, as he ſung, the Fairies, with their Queen, | 
In Mantles blue _ trip ing o'er the Green. 
Here end your pleaſt ing Strife. Both Victors are 5 
And both with Colin may in Rhyme compare. | 
A Boxen Hautboy, loud, and ſweet of Sound, 
All- varniſh'd, and with brazen Ringlets. — 3 
To both I give. A mizling Miſt deſcends =, - 


Adown that ſteepy Rock: And this Way tends ke 1 N 


Yon diſtant Rain“ Shore-ward the veſſels ſtrive; 


„ r £5 


And, [eget the pn) their Flocks to ED 4 pg 


